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could make out, seemed to involve work, a thing they
desired to keep at a minimum. None among the dozens
of slaves in the Matof*s house had more than one parti-
cular duty, and this was by no means heavy. Almas
(the name by the way means "A Diamond") did nothing
but bring me my bath water, Hadjar (which signified
"A Stone") served at meals, a third negro made a couple
of beds and then lay down to doze in the sun.

Mecca possesses no regular slave-market, but since
the Koran does not forbid the practice (though it en-
courages manumission) a great number are sold out of
hand. To many owners I tried to explain European
objections against the idea, but all of them thought it a
perfectly natural and harmless institution. Of course
I do not for a moment defend slavery, yet I must say
that I never saw any bondservant ill-treated in Arabia,
Most of them had an easy life.

About two-thirds of the whole resident population
is in bondage. Nearly all the men are Sudanese, Somali,
and other Africans, pitch black giants, very fat, beard-
less and jovial. They hardly ever marry. Of the women,
I did not see any at all except under veils, but I was told
that quite a number of Circassians, Syrians, and other
white girls lived behind some harem shutters.

While eating a cool breakfast of melons in the court-
yard, where I fancied I could again sense the Shereefah
staring through the grille, I learnt from the Wakeel that
a Meccan citizen wanted to speak to me. Marvelling
who this might be, I bade my slave bring him along at
once. A man, very old by Arabian standards, between